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NO HARD FEELIH'S, EVANS.' BUT I'D LIKE 
TO KNOW WHY YOU JUMPED M£ THIS 
WAY.' 




SVANS AN' J ARE TAKlN' /-I'M TO STATE PRISON! 
W£ STOPPED TO DRINK AN' WATER THE 
tfO£S£S.' W£ SAW YOU COMIN' AN' DUCKED A 
OUT O' SIGHT;' 




i you see , we got a tip that \ 

WADE'S PALS MIGHT TRY TO 

ReSCue HIM/ THAT'S WHY I 

WE'RE SO CAREFUL ABOUT M 

£veRY0ODY WE Me£T ONI I 

THE TRA IL f «-/"« 




THE SHERIFF'S LOCO, AUT 
SOT NO PALS.' THE LAW 
THE WHOLE 0At*S THE N. 
NABBED. ME 




ALON& WITH 

NO NEED, GENE! \ 

RECKON EVANS AN' 
' CAN HANDLe THlS 



BACK IN SOLD CITY TOMORROW 
NI6H7 ,' WHY DON'T You STOP By SO- _^ 
WE CAN HAVS A GOOD GAB, &E/VE 7_JS^ 






WHILE «£■ WAS SINSIN'. THE CRAZIEST LAU&H \ 
CAME FROM BEHIND THAT ROCK UP THERE ! , \ 
THEN THERE WAS A RE&'LAR HAIL 0' SUBLETS ' / 
FROM THE ROCK.' J'M -WAS HIT AN' WENT DOWN' / 
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/ WADE TOOK OFF DOWN THE ' 

' TRAIL AN' X WENT AFTEG HIM * 
X LOST HIM i/V THE WOODS DOWN 
YONDER.' X DIDN'T DARE TRAIL 
HIM ANY FARTHER? X HAD TO 
\COME BACK TO S£E ABOUT Jim' 





THERE SURE ISN'T I BUT ITS A 
CINCH YOU DIDN'T IMAGINE 
HOSE SHOTS ' 





Zfs % s Zo?'sZ2tiS', "'°"™"*« 




LOOKS LIKE A ROPE UP THEHS- ) 
AHEAD.ON THE SRQUNO' _y y 


P5:-JN 


f^k 


H| '-^-^-gj 
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THEY LOOK LIKE THE PRINTS OF 
A SMALL CHILD'S SHOE.' THEY 
COME /N FROM THE BRUSH AN' 




SOMEBODY MUST BE WORK/N WITH 
WADE ■-- BUT THERE'S ONLY ONB SET 
CF FOOTPRINTS / PR.OB-L.Y WADE AN 
HIS PAL ARE RlOlN' DOUBLE' 



AFTER AN HOUR'S RIDING — l_, 

THE. SAME PLACE WE STARTED. 
CHAMP/ WADE'S SMART' HE 
DOUBLED BACK ~TO HIT THJ 






W£'U HEAD FOiS &ClD CITY' MAY5S. THB 
SMESlFF CAN GIVE US A LEAO lVW£«£ 

griff Might hide our i 





LET'S GO IN AN 1 SEE THE SHERIFF? THAT 
WAY /'Li. ONLY HAVE TO TELL THE SToRV 
ONCE " 




AS tSENE FINISHES HIS STOft\ 

AS I SEE IT, THEONlY CHANCE OF 
PICKIIV UP STIFF'S TRAIL IS 8Y 
CHECKlN- ALL HlS OLD HANGOUTS.' 




i know! the cantina in la mesa 1 griff 
was plenty sweeton the girl that 
Runs it.' 

that sounds like a rbal 

lead' i'll start for la mesa 

fteb sorp. ' 




BETTER WAIT TILL MORNIN', eENE! YOU LOO. 
TUCKERED OUT! HERBS GOT AN EXTRY 
BONK. IN HIS ROOM 




WHS A LUCKY SENT, MISTER f THAT'S THE LAST BOTTLE O' 

■ HEALTH- GIVIN\ DISEASE -DEFYIN 4 ELIXIR O'LIFB ■■ FEK> TODAY 

THAT IS! 





I SOUKOS LIKE AUTWS G/TTi 


v ■ suspicious. 




SSL SHUT 


RECKON 
HIM UP Ft 


WE'LL HAVE TO 

R saoo .' 






t ~ym 


$Lk 








an' if i &UBSS Si&ur, that crowd down these 

- WATCHIN' PROFESSOB DUDLEY'S MEDlCiNB 
SHOW.' 



A LITTLE 


LATER-- 




FRY, LET'S H 
IKE A CANARY 


EAR) 


\ 


~Mt 




( WM Sing l 


1 


foWtifp 




M 





"Hey, kid! Where's th' Sheriff?" . 

Young Don Stevens slowly turned in 
the swivel deskchair'until he faced the 
doorway. He looked with cool, blue 
eyes at the burly, six-foot figure cross- 
ing the office toward him. 

"Didn't yuh hear me, Bub? I wanta 
see th' Sheriff! Pronto!" The burly man 
spoke again, coming to a halt a few 
feet from the desk. 

Still moving slowly, Don arose from 
the chair. At his unexpected height 
and breadth, the other man backed up 
a step, surprise flickering briefly across 
his dust-streaked face. 

"Sheriff Regan's out of town." Don's 
voice was slow, like his movements. 
"I'm his new deputy. Don Stevens is 
the name." 

The burly man's glance raked the 
lean litheness of Don Stevens. He shift- 
ed uneasily. There was something 
about the deputy's eyes and voice that 
made him uncertain. Maybe he'd bet- 
ter forget the whole thing till the 
'Sheriff returned. Regan was a good 
lawman, but a little on the stupid side. 

"What did you want to see the 
Sheriff about?" .Don Stevens' quiet 
drawl cut across his thoughts. 

He took a deep breath and decided 
to go aheod as planned. "That polecat, 
WiM Gray, has fenced itr a waterhole 
that's part mine an' , . ." 

"Hold it, mister. Who are you?" Don 
Stevens interrupted. 

"I'm Burt Linder, owner o' th' Rock- 
rn'-L out- on th' south road," the burly 
man answered. "Gray's spread is next 
to mine. We've been arguin' about that 
' waterhole fer a long time. Yesterday 
Gray stuck a barbed-wire fence around 
it. Put a gate in th' fence, too! With a 



padlock on it an'.. 

"This sounds like a case for the civil 
courts," Don began. 

Linder cut him off, "Gray says he'lt 
get me if I go to court! An' that's six- 
gun talk, in case yuh don't know it. 
Bub!" 

■ Don moved so quickly, Linder had 
no chance to step aside. The deputy's 
hands seized Linder's coat lapels and 
held him motionless. 

"Don't call me 'Bgb' again," Don 
said. "I don't like it!" 

As Don released him, Linder backed 
away. "I didn't mean no harm, Dep- 
pity," he whined. "I'm jest kinda up- 
set. It's mighty worrisome to know 
somebody's out to gun yuh down." 

Don nodded. "I savvy that, but I 
don't see what you expect me to do 
about it." 

"Toss Gray in jail, o' course!" 

"On what charge?" 

"Threatenin' to commit murder! 
Stealin' water rights! What more do 
yuh want?" Linder's scowl was as black 
as his eyes. 

"Have you got witnesses who heard 
him threaten you?" 

The older man's lips curled derisive- 
ly. This kid was as stupid as Regan. "A 
man don't make threats so's other 
folks can hear him. But I "ain't gonna 
rest easy till Gray's in th' calaboose !" 

"Then I'm afraid you're in for some 
sleepless nights," Don told him, "I 
can't arrest a man without .good 
cause." 

"What're yuh gonna do? Stand by 
till I git killed?" 

A fine, white line drew itself around 
Don's mouth. "Not exactly." His 
glance moved past Linder to the door 



where the twilight shadows were gath- 
ering. "Tomorrow morning I'll ride out 
to Gray's ranch. Maybe I can tolk him 
into putting this matter up to the 
courts." 

Linder looked at the floor to hide 
the triumphant gleam in his eyes. This 
young deputy was playing right into 
his hands. "If that's all yuh can do, 
reckon I'll have to be satisfied." 

"After I see Gray, I'll drop over to 
your pjace an' give you a report," Don 
said. 

"Thanks." Linder's narrow smile had 
no mirth in it. "Here's hopki' I'm alive 
to git it!" 

Don sat silently for several minutes 
after Linder was gone. He was wonder- 
ing whether he should ride out to 
Gray's ranch that night. The rumble of 
distant thunder, followed by a faint 
flash of lightning, put an end to this 
uncertainty. A violent storm was blow- 
ing up from the south. The narrow, 
winding road to Gray's ranch would be 
practically impassable in the storm. 

The morning was clear and bright 
after the rain. Don rode across the 
range toward the Gray ranch. He de- 
cided that he would take a look at the 
disputed water hole, before he talked 
to Gray. Finally he reached the barbed- 
wire enclosure. He stopped abruptly 
and stared at the crumpled body of a 
man, lying on the ground near the 
fence. 

A moment later he was bending over 
the lifeless form, looking at the bullet 
hole that hod spelled death to the fair- 
haired man. Not far away lay o wide- 
brimmed hat. Don picked it up. He 
dropped it again, as he heard the drum 
of approaching hoofbeats. 

"Mornin', Deppity, I . . ."Linder saw 
the body and pulled up short. "What's 
that?" 

"Murder!" Don answered quietly. 

Linder swung out of the saddle. His 
face paled, "Great guns! It's Will 
Gray!" . 

"I figured that." 

"But who done it?" 

"Don't YOLI know?" Don,'s eyes were 
cold and blue. 

"Me? O 'course not ! Wg fixed up our 




quarrel last night. He musta been corn- 
in' out here to cut down th' fence 
when . . ." 

"What do you mean, fixed up your 
quarrel?" Don's drawl was gone. His 
voice cracked like a bull-whip. 

Linder did not hesitate. "Gray wuz 
waitin' fer me when I got home last 
night. Said he wuz sorry over threaten- 
in' me. Suggested we have our bound- 
ary surveyed agoin. Meantime, we'd 
both use th' waterhole. That suited 
me. We shook hands' on it an' he rode 
off." 

"What time was that?" Don asked. 

"I ain't sure, but 'twas afore th' 
rain. I wuz ralkin' to some o' my boys 
when th' storm broke. I can prove it!" 

"I don't doubt, that. But I'm arrest- 
in' you for this murder, anyway, Lind- 
er! Reach!" Don's gun flashed in the 
sunlight. 

Linder's hands shot up in the air. 
His face purpled angrily. "Yuh're loco! 
Gray wuz killed AFTER it started to 
rain, wuzn't he? Look! Th' ground's 
wet under his body. That bocks up my 
alibi!" 

Don reached for Linder's gun. "You 
killed him BEFORE the rain! Then you 
came out here later an' moved the body 
so it would look like he'd been shot 
AFTER the storm began!" 

"Yuh can't prove that!" 

"Oh, yes, i can!" Don's voice was 
calm and sure. "You- see, Linder, you 
fixed'Up only half an alibi! You forgot 
to move Gray's hat! The ground under 
the "hot is absolutely dry! 
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ONE MOENtHS SSNE AUTR.V 
STOPS TO LOOK DOWN 
UPON THE DESOLATE 
LONELINESS OF A PLACE 
CALLED "DEAD MAN'S FLAT .'■■ 

jy NBAS. THS MEXICAN 

f. BOZDBG - ■ 



V THOSE BUZZARDS ARE 
HCL'N; CHAMP, I'D SAi'RCCK.' 
AN' SAND AREN'T TUB ONLY 
NGS DOWN ON THAT 
FLAT/ 





POOS. FEIL-OW! HE'S DON'S FORI ITS ASKIN' 
FOR TROUBLE TO CFZQSS &BAD MAN'S FLAT 
THIS HBAt! 






WE'VE BEEN WOP.KIN' WITH ThB MEXICAN 
■AUTHORITIES , TSYlN 1 TO TRACK Ti-IBM 
DOWN.' BUT NO LUCK! THAT'S WHY X ASKED 
YOU TO COMB PCW*. SB&g/ X *EEP VouR. 
HELP " 




we'll make sure he doesn't/ i'll talk 
to him and sive you a reason for 
Picking a quarrel with him.' 




I'LL PRETEND I'M A MEXICAN GtRL! NOW 
REMEMBER ■■ MY NAME'S REfi/A VSLBZ - 
NOT SENA VQLK' ' NOW BET READY TO 
MOVE FAST, Ol RK 




MY NAME SES RENA VELEZJ I LIVE HERE 
EEN LOST RlVER ■- BUT MY REAL WOMB 
EES ACROSS.THE BORDER IN MEXICO .' 




AM HAPPEE TO KNOW YOU ,SENOR AOTRY/ 
\CE WE ARE BOTH AWAY FROM HOME , WE 

ALL BE FRIENDS , EH' 






BAUD A £UOT.' WHAT'S GOt/V' OH W£fi£ 



I'M TlGED C WABNW VOU NOT TO 8B SO 
FSEB WITH -/OUR 3UM, WALDEN ! TMl$ 
TIM£ CM LOCKIFV VOU UP.' 




THEN WE'D NEVER PROVE ANVTHIVS 
I'VE (SOT A HUNCH THEY'RE 
TV OF PLENTY . I 




fy^ MORE'N UKELY! IF THEY DID 
/ KILL HIM. THEN ITS SURE THEY'RE ) 
I MIXED UP IN THE SMUGGLING 
[ RlNS HE WAS INVESTlGATIN'.' 




AND STIU. LATER- R£nA STOPS AT THE BORDER STATION 




^<avS> FAMOUS WESTERN RANCHES XITyY^ S 




1WE TERRAZAS RANCH OF OLD MEXICO WAS 

AT ONE TIME CONSIDERED TO BE THE LARGEST 

COW-OUTFIT IN THE WORLD. IT COVERED MORE 

THAN SIX MILLION ACRES AND RAW ALMOST 

A HALF MILLION HEAD OF CATTLE. THE STORY 

IS TOLD OF A TEXAS COW-MAW WHO WENT POWN 

TO THE TERRAZAS OUTFIT TO BUY SOME CATTLE. 

HE ASKED SE^OR TERRAZAS IF HE COULP 

SUPPLY HIM WITH FIVE THOUSAND HEAD 

OF YEARLING- HEIFERS. SENOR TERRAZAS' 

REPLY WAS, "WHAT COLOR? "THIS GREAT 

CATTLE EMPIRE IS 

HOW BROKEN UP 

IUTO SMALL PARCELS 

OF APPROXIMATELY 

ONE HUNDRED jf^^mjf 

thou5and acres? " 
anp is owned by | 
the terrazas heirs. 



The one-o-one ranch was 
headquarters for the great 101 ranch 
wild west show which tourep the united 
states and europe about thirty- five 
years ago. some of the greatest .bronc- 
riders, trick-riders and ropers in 
the world worked for this outfit 
as well as a large band of indians. 
col.zack miller, owner oftheshow. 
combed the country for top riders 
AND HARD BUCKUNe- 
HORSES. WHEN THE 
"i J IBM OUTFIT WAS FINALLY 

St PISBANDEP, MANY OF 
_ THE COWBOYS -AND 
* INDIANS WENT TO 
HOLLYWOOD TO WORK 
l"* IN MOT/OK PICTURES. 
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HE LIGHTNING- C RANCH OF DUBLIN, 
TEXAS, IS DEVOTEP ENTIRELY TO THE RAlSING- 
OF LIVESTOCK FOR USE IN RODEOS. IW 
ADDITION TO HAVING- ONE OF THE FINEST 
STRINGS OF BUCKING- HORSES IN" THE WORLD, 
THIS RANCH RAISES BRAHMA BULLS FOR 
BULL RIDING EVENTS, MEXICAN STEERS FOR 
BULL- DOGGING-, AND FINE COWHORSES FOR 
GENERAL ARENA WORK. THE LISHTNIN& C 
HAS ONE OF THE LARGEST REMAINING HERDS 
OF LONGHORN CATTLE IN THE COUNTRY. 
THESE ANIMALS MAY BE SEEN IN ACTION 
IN SUCH FAMOUS RODEOS AS MADISON 
SQUARE GARDEN, BOSTON, 
HOUSTON, TEXAS, AND 
MANY OTHERS. GENE 
AUTRY |S PART OWNER 
OF THIS OUTFIT AND 
APPEARS IN MOST OF 
THE RODEOS. 





™HE HH CONNECTED IS THE BRAND OF 
THE FAMOUS MILLER AND LUX OUTFIT, AT ONE TIME 
OWE OF THE LARGEST SPREADS IN THE WEST. WHILE 
THE BULK OF THIS RANCH WAS |N CALIFORNIA, IT ALSO 
HAD LARGE HOLDINGS IN WASHINGTON AND OREGON. 
IT IS CLAIMED THAT AT ONE TIME 
A COWBOY COULD START RIDING 
WORTH FROM THE MEXICAN LINE, 
CONTINUING- THROUGH TO THE 
CANADIAN BORDERLAND STAY 
AT A MILLER AND LUX COW- 
CAMP EVERY NIGHT THIS RANCH 
IS STILL IN EXISTENCE, BUT ON 
A MUCH SMALLER, SCALF AND 
IS DEVOTED LARGELY TO FARMINGr , 
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IT'S MY GWFSS THEY'RE PLAN NOV' KKB 

to HOi.o fiA^vee'ft ro« sawsom .' -/;:'■'■■'■ 

IN 7H/ir CASE , WE'LL BE HEAR"*' { ■'■■ 
FROM THEM MIGHTY SOON.' J, " 



DOYUH THINK THEY STOLE 
RAN6ER TO TRY FOR THEM 
PHIZES. THEMSEU/E. 



: i NO! THEY CAN'T 

j SHOW HIM IN 

> PUBLIC! HE'S 

TOO WELL- 

(KNOWN AROUND 

HER 
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